These

I WILL admit that I, too, in my time, have grumbled
about the number of new novels that come out in
these days. I grumbled, however, as a reviewer, a
fellow who heard his table groaning beneath the
weight of unread books. A reviewer has a right to
grumble, and no doubt booksellers and librarians
have a right to grumble too. But I cannot see why
ordinary members of the public, people who are not
reviewers, publishers, booksellers, or librarians,
should so often complain about the number of new
novels. What harm does this mass of print and paper
do them? The public is not compelled to read all these
new novels. It need not spend a penny of its money
or waste a moment of its time on them. To hear
some people talk, you would imagine that their lives
were somehow endangered by the swollen lists of the
publishers. After all, it is very easy to ignore the
existence of a new novel, for the thing does not follow
you about, snapping at your heels.

If instead of grumbling about new novels, people
grumbled about new motor-cars, there would be some
sense in the complaint. Cars are useless unless they
are running up and down the public thoroughfares,
and the more cars there are, the more crowded and
dangerous, smelly and uncomfortable, noisy and
obscene, the roads become. Very soon it will be im-
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